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Rich. Euen fo,3nd pleafeyour Worlliip Brahgnbury , 
You may partake of any thing we fay : 

Wc lpcakeno Treafon man; Wc fay the King 
I* wife and vertuous, and his Noble Quccne 
Well ftrookc in yearcs, faire,and not iealious. 

Wc fay, that Shores Wife hath a pretty Foot, 

A cherry Lip, a bonny Eye, a pafsing pleafing tongue t 
And that the Queenes Kindred are made gentle Folkes. 
How fay you fir? can you deny all this ? 

"Bra. With this (my Lord) my ielfe haue nought to 
doo. 

Rich, Naught to do with Miftris Shore ? 

I tell thee Fellow, he that doth naught with her 
(Excepting one) were beft to do it lecrctly alone. 

"Bra. What one, my Lord? 

Rtch. Her Husband Knaue.would’ft thou betray me? 

! Bra. J do befeech your Grace 
To pardon me, and withall forbeare 
Your Conlcrenee with the Noble Duke. 

fia. We know thy charge "Brakenbury ,and wil obey. 
Rich . We are the Queenes abie6ts,and muft obey. 
Brother.farewell, 1 will vnto the King, 

And whatioe re you will imploy me in, 

Were it to call King Edwards Widdow,Sifter, 

I wdl performe it to infranchife you. 

Meane time, this deepe difgrace in Brotherhood* 
Touches me deeper then you can imagine. 

(fla. I know it pleafeth neither of vs well. 

Rich. Well,your imprifonmentfhallnot belong, 

I will deliuer you, or elfe lye for you: 

Meane time, haue patience. 

Cla. I muft perforce : Farewell. Exit Clar. 

Rich Go treade the path that thou (halt nc’re rcturn: 
Simple plaine Clarence, I do loue thee fo. 

That I will (hortly fend thy Soule to Hcaucn, 

If Hcauen will take the prefentat our hands. 

But who comes hcerc? the new dcliucrcd Haftingsl 

Enter Lord Hdftings. 

Haft. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord. 

Rich . As much vnto my good Lord Chambcrlainc: 
Well are you welcome to this open Ayre, 

How hath your LordChip brook’d imprifonment? 

Haft. With patience(Noble Lord)as prifoners muft: 
But I (ball Hue (my Lord) to giue them thankes 
That were the caufe of my imprifonment. 

Rich. No doubt,no doubt,and fo fhall Clarence too. 
For they that were your Enemies,are his, 

And haue preuail’d as much on him,as you. 

Haft. More pitty,that the Eagles fhould be mew’d, 
Whiles Kites and Buzards play at liberty. 

Rich. Whatnewesabroad? 

Haft. No newes fo bad abroad,as this at home: 

The King is fick!y,weake,and melancholly, 

And his Phyfitians fearc him mightily. 

Rich. Now by S.Iohn.that Newes is bad indeed. 

O he hath kept an euill Diet long, 

And oucr-much confum’d his RoyallPerfon: 

’Tis very greeuous to be thought vpon. 

Where is he, in his bed ? 

Haft. He is. 

Rich. Go you before, and I will follow you. 

fxit Haftings. 

He cannot liue I hope, and muft not dye, 

Till George be pack’d with poft-horfe vp to Hcauen. 
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lie m to vrge his hatred more to Clarence -*—- 

With Lyes well ftcel’d with weighty Arcum. 

And if I faile not in my deepe intent, g IW6nts i 

Clarence hath not another day to Hue: 

Which done, God take King Edwardtr.U- 
And leaue the world for me to bufde in? Wtte *. 
For then, lie marry Warwickes vonc-efl A,. , 
What though I kill’d her Husbanded her p g 'i tCr ' 
The readieft way to make the Wench ame f lcr > 
Is to become her Husband.and her Father • 

The which will I,not all fo much for loue 
As for another fecret dofe intent, 

By marrying her, which I muft reach vnto 
But yet I run before my horfe to Market ■ 

Clarence ill breathes, Edward ftill lj ues ‘ j . 
When they arc gone, then muft I count my g£f £ 

Scena Secunda. 


Enter thi Coarfe ofHenrie theftxt with Halberds , 

Lady Anne being the UMourner * ^ 

Whil ft I a-whileobfequioufly lament 
Th’vntimely fall ofVertuous Lancafter, 

Poore key-cold Figure of a holy King, 

Pale Allies of the Houfe of Lancafter; 

Thou bloodlcfle Remnant of that RoyallBlood 
Be it lawfull that I inuocate thy Ghoft, 

To heare the Lamentations of poore Anne 
Wife to thy Edward, to thy flaughtred Sonnej 
Stab’d by the lelfefame hand that made thefe wounds. 
Loe.in thefe windowes that let forth thy life, 

I powre the helplcfle Balroe of my poore eyes, 

O curfed be the hand that made thefe holes: 

Curfcd the Heart, that had the heart to do it: 

Cnrfed theBlood, that let this blood from hence: 
More direfull hap betide that hated Wretch 
That makes vs wretched by the death of thee, 

Then I can wifii to Wolues.to Spiders,Tosdes, 

Or any creeping venom’d thing that Hues. 
Ifeuerhehaue Childe, Abortiuc be it, 

Prodigeous, and vntimely brought to light, 

Whofe vgly and vnnaturali Afpesft 
May fright the hopeful) Mother at the vicw> 

And that be Heyre to his vnhappineife. 

If euer he haue Wife, let her be made 
More mifcrableby the death of him, fs 
Then I am made by my young Lord,and thee. 

Come now towards Chertfey with your holy Lode, 
Taken from Paules, to be interred there. 

And ftill as you are weary of this waight. 

Reft you,whiles I lament King Henries Coarfe. 

Enter Richard Duke of Glofter. 

"Rich. Stay you that beare the Coarfe, & fet it down. 
An. What blacke Magitian coniures vp this Fiend, 
To flop deuoted charitable deeds ? 

Rich. Villaines fet downe the Coarfe, or by 
lie make a Coarfe of him that difobeye*. 
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-—"~MvLord ftandbacke,and let the Coffinpafle. 
2. VnmawierM Dogge, 

A’fi thou when I commaund: 

thy Halbert higher then my breft, 

„ S Paul He ftrike thee to my Foote 
SLrne vpon thee Begger for thy boldncfTe. 

^Anti?* What do you tremble? are you all aftraid ? 

Iblatneyou noc.for you are Mortal!, 

** /Mortall eyes cannot endure the Diuell. 
fane thou dreadfull minifter of Hell; 

^Urtuhad’ft but power oucr his Mortall body, 
ir Soule thou canft not haue: Therefore be gone. 

Sweet Saint, for Charity,be not fo curft. 

Ah. Foule Diuell, 

p Gods fake hence, and trouble vs not, 

L t hou haft made the happy earth thy Hell : 

F U’d it with curling cries,8nd deepe exdaimcs: 
ifthou delight to view thy heynous deeds. 

Behold this patterne of thy Butcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen, fee.fee dead Henries wounds, 

Open their congeal’d mouthes, and bleed afreftl. 
Binlh.blulb) thou lumpe offowle Deformitie: 

For ’tis thy prefence that exhales this blood 
From cold and empty Ycincs where no blood dwcls. 
phy Deeds inhumane and vnnaturali, 
pjuokes this Deluge moft vnnaturali. 

OGod! which this Blood mad’ft, reuenge his death: 

0 Earth! which this Blood drink’ft, reuenge his death. 
Either Heau'n with Lightning ftrike the murth’rer dead: 
OrEarth gape open wide, andeatehim quicke. 

As thou doft fwallow vp this goodKings blood, 

Which his Hell-gouern’d arme hath butchered. 

Rich, Lady,you know no Rules of Charity, 

Which renders good for bad,Bldfingsfor Curfes. 

An. Vill 3 ine,thou know’ft nor law of God nor Man, 
NoBeall fo fierce,but knowes fome touch of pitty. 

Rich. But I know none,and therefore am no Beaft. 

A». O wonderfulljWhcn diuels tell the truth! 

Rich. More wonderfull,when Angels are fo angry: 
Vouchfafe (diuine perfe&ion of a Woman) 

Ofthefe fuppofed Crimes,to giue me leaue 
By circumftatice, but to acquit my felfe. 

An. Vouchfafe (defus’d infedf ion of man) 

Of thefe knowne euils, but to giue me leaue 
By circumftancc, to curfc thy curfed Selfe. 

Rich. Fairer then tongue can name thee,!et me haue 
Some patient leyfurc to excufemy felfe. 

Ah. Fouler then heart canthinke thee. 

Thou can’ll make no cxcufe currant, 

Buttohang thy felfe. 

Rich. By fuch difpairc, I fhould aecufe my felfe. 

Ah. And by difpairing (halt thou ftand exculcd. 
Fordoing worthy Vengeance on thy felfe. 

That did’ft vnworthy (laughter vpon others. 

Rich. Say that 1 flew them not. 

An. Then fay they were not flaine: 

But dead they are, and diuellilh flaue by thee. 

Rich. I did not kill your Husband. 

An. Whythcnheisaliuc. 

Rjcb. Nay,he is dead, and flaine by Edwards hands. 
ain. In thy foule throat thou Ly’ft, 

Queene CMargarct faw 

Thy murd’rousFaulchion fmoaking in his blood: 

The which, thou oncedidd’ft bend againft her breft. 

But that thy Brothers bcatc afide the point. 

Rich. I was prouoked by her fland’rous tongue. 


That bid their guilt, vpon my guiltleflc Shoulders. 

An. Thou vvas’c prouoked by thy bloody minde, 
That neuer dream’ft on ought but Butcheries: 

Did’ft thou not kill this King ? 

Rich. I grauntye. 

An. Do’ft grant me Hedge-hogge, 

Then God graunt me too 
Thou may’ll be damned for that wicked deede, 

O he was gentle, milde,and vertuous. 

Rich. The better for the King of heauen that hath him. 
An. He is in heauen,where thou (halt neuer come. 
Rich. Let him thanke me, that holpc to fend him thi¬ 
ther: 

For he was fitter for that place then earth. 

An. And thou vnfit for any place,but hell. 

Rich. Yes one place elfe,if you will hearc me name it. 
An. Some dungeon. 

Rich. Your Bed-chamber. 
tsAn. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lyeft. 
Rich. So will it Madam,till I lye with you. 

An. I hope fo. 

Rich. I know fo. But gentle La dy Anne, 

To leaue this keene encounter of our witces. 

And fallfomething into a flower method. • 

Is not the caufer of the timelcflc deaths 
Of thefe Plant agenets Jlenrie and Edward , 

As blamcfull as the Executioner. 

An. Thou was’t the caufi^and moft accurft effect. 
Rich. Y our beauty was the caufe of chat cffeift : 

Your beauty, that did haunt me in my fleepe, 

T o vndertake the death of all the world. 

So I might liue one houre in your fweet bofome. 

An. Ifl thought that, I tell thee Homicide, 

Thefe Nailcs fhould rent that beauty from my Cheekes. 

Rich. Thefe eyes could not endure f beauties wrack. 
You fhould not blemifh it, ifl flood by; 

As all the world is cheared by the Sunne, 

So I by that: It is my day, my life. 

An. Blacke night orc-lhade thy day,& death thy life. 
Rich. Curfe not thy felfe faire Creature, 

Thou art both. 

An, I would I were, to be reueng’d on thee. 

Rich. It is a quarrell moft vnnaturali, 

To be rcueng’d on him that loueth thee. 

An. It is a quarrell iuft and reafonable, 

To be reueng’d on him that kill’d my Husband. 

Rich. He chat bereft the Lady of thy Husband, 

Did it tohelpc thee to abetter Husband, 

An. His better doth not breach vpon the earth. 

Rich. He Hues,that loues thee better then he could. 
An. Name him. 

Rich, Plantagenet. 

An. Why that was he. 

Rich. The fellefame name, but one of better Nature. 
An. Where is he? 

"Rfth. Heere: Spits at him. 

Why doft thou fpit at me. 

An. Would it were mortall poyfon, for thy fake. 
Rich. Neuer came poyfon from fo fweet a place. 

An. Neuer hung poyfon on a fowler Toade. 

Out of my fight, thou doft infeft mine eyes. 

Rich. Thine eyes (fweet Lady)haue infe&ed minel 
An. Would they were Bafiliskcs,to ftrike thee dead. 
Rich. I would they were,that I might dye at once: 
For now they kill me with a liuing death. 

Thole eyes of thine, from mine haue drawnc fait Teares; 
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